THE AMAZING DAY
of further on into D, which was now, in 1942, my second Albany
home. A plate outside E testified that Lord Macaulay had lived
there further back in time. He wrote a letter to a friend, dated
I2th July, 1841: "I have taken a very comfortable suite of chambers
in the Albany; and I hope to lead, during some years, a sort of life
peculiarly suited to my taste,—college life at the West-End of
London . . . We shall have, I hope, some very pleasant breakfasts
there, to say nothing of dinners. My own housekeeper will do
very well for a few plain dishes, and the Clarendon is within a
hundred yards."
On my desk I found a letter that I had forgotten to post, so I
strolled down to the pillar-box at the Piccadilly end of the Rope-
Walk ; our own pillar-box, our Albany pillar-box, for which I have
a possessive affection, especially as it gives me an excuse for idling
in one of the little paved gardens on either side of the few shallow
steps leading up to the hall of the Mansion and its sedate court-
yard. These formal gardens have an eighteenth-century flavour,
their stone urns and green tubs planted with daffodils or tulips or
geraniums as the seasons move round. They each have a stone
bench and a decorative figure in the middle; one is a stone boy
supporting a bird-bath; the other, on the pillar-box side, a dancing
Cupid—no, not dancing; at least, I was sure during the nine years
I lived in G 3, that he was shooting upwards with his bow and
arrow. But he was dancing now; a sort of Mount Olympus
version of the Can-Can. What had happened to him.?
4 .. Only that like so many of us, he had suffered a raid change;
and the result was slightly fantastic. Because we have no control
over quotations and their relevance, I had always thought, when
I passed him in the old days: "little wanton boys that swim on
bladders", which even then was not particularly apposite,-nor
indeed, in the present state of the Mediterranean, any sort of pastime
at all. Now, however, he had become the little wanton boy who
wore his heart on his sleeve, or at all events, his leg on his arm.
For the same raid that gave the Military Tailors their open view
right across where my rooms had been, had blown off Cupid's
leg which someone had thoughtfully hung on his arm at a gay
angle which did not betray until close .investigation that anyttung
had happened at all; merely that he, too, was celebrating April
in November, dancing against the brilliant drop-scene of Virginia
creeper rioting over the garden wall behind.
— Was it my fancy that this infusion of life and fantasy blended,
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